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SEO RR SRO SAR SR RSA, 
ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE author of this little diverting Piece, hopes 
his readers will candidly excuſe any inaccuracies 


or faults that may be pointed out in it, as it is the 
firſ? he ever attempted of any thing in the dramatic 
way e ner had he ever any thoughts of writing this, 
had he not been perſwaded to it, 


Being ſolicited by ſome neighbours and friends to 
play the part of Macheath, in the Beggar's Opera, 
tr their di-ertion, gave birth to the fal Farce, 

, begun and fint/hed in leſs than a month, 
althy ihe quiiur was clijely engaged all the while at 


his trade cr bujin:ſs; and he being conſcious he ſhall 


he Hout a Plagiary, begs leave to acquaint the 
Pub lie in genes al, that the Plots are entirely originals. 


The author having campos d a new ſong to be ſung 
in the character of Ben Bude, at ih» beginning of 
the ad Act in the Beggar's Opera, fe hath preſumed 
to give it along with the reft of his pieces, for the 
amuſement of his Readers. 


If the feliixwing pages mect not with the approba- 
tin of his readers, he earneſtly begs pardon for 
his boldneſs in admitting them to the Preſs. 


PIN 


P HA, SE RAS HAS ASS ALS HA SERA, 
Re N wenn Teo ten Een Ee Hee Wee 


A New 8 ON G. 


Sung in the character of Ben Budge, at the beginning 
of the 2d Act in the Beggar's Opera. 


Great pleaſure you'll own, in full bumpers are 
found ; 
See this bumper I hold, 'twill enliven th' brain, 
FI drink it, and chorus it over again, 
Again, again, again, again, 
PII drink it and chorus it over again. 


The miſerly courtier, who hoards up his wealth, 
And wantons in ſterling, to pleaſure himſelf; 
How fimple he looks at a flaſh in the pan, 


He's ſeiz'd with a panick, how ſimple's the Man * 
Cho. 


What fouls arc ſo loyal, fo valiant as we, 
We take all by conqueſt wherever we be, 
Our arms they'll ſupport us, we'll conquer or dic, 


No Duke, Lord, nor Common, dare make us to flv. 
Cho. 


We're hero's like Cæſar, who can us withſiand, 
We ſeize on our prey at the word of command; 
Stand, ſtand, and deliver, your money old ſquire, 
For Caſh we muſt have, cock your piſtols, fire, fire, 

Fire, fire, fire, fire, fire, fire, fire, fire, 

For caſh we mnft have, cock your piftels, fire, fire. 

[They range in order their p{ficls. 


Ill the bowl to the brim, hand the glaſſes around, 


Dramatis PERSON. 
M R N. 


a Farmer. 


Old CaREFUT, 


ROGER, his Son. 


Old Nirzky, the Miller. 
Lord XIopfLx, 


PuILAN DER, 


R 
Shepherds. 

TnyRs1s, 

Jusrick, 

ond 
; two Watchmen, 
RaLien, 
Hop, ? 


Birry TWELZER, 
 HumPHREY, 
CLopuoPPER, Servant to Careful. 
Carman and Goaler. 


an to Ld. Modely. 
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FLORA, a Shepherdeſs. 
Dk, tho Miller's Daughter. 
2oLt. Dx AP, 
Picket? | . 
8 Proſtitutes, or Ladies of 
WAGT 4 1 > | 
j \ Pl-aſure. 
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ACT iſt. SCENE iſt. The Fields. 
Enter Thyrſis and Philander meeting. 
PHILANDER. 
2. Ear Thyrfis, well met ſtand ſtill, and do'nt 


Bis be in too great a hurry—I have news to 


N tell thec. 


220 
IT 


THyYks. What news Phil, what news ? 

Pair. News! why ſtrange news if that be all. 

Tynks. Prithee let's hear it then. 

Pair. Why old Careful is for ſending his fon Roger 
up to London, becauſe he makes love to Sue, the 
miller's daughter. | 

TryRs. | Surprijed] Hah ! [recovering himſelf] a 
pretty joke truly : but prithee tell me how Roger ap- 
proves on the Journey. 

A 3 Why 
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Pair. Why he's as eager on't, as a child for a new 
play-thing, or as Doll Slattern at the fight of a new 
ſweetheart : but you muſt know they have promiſed 
eternal conſtancy, to each other ; and as ſoon as he's 
ſettled in London, is to ſend for her, and marry 
her, and they are to be very great gentlefolks. 

Tuvks. Very probably they may, if Roger keeps 
his word, 2 | 

Pair. Oh! he's bound to do that, for they broke 
a huge crown-piece laſt night, and parted it between 
them as a token of the ſame, 

Tayks. So! then he cannot well break off: 
but when does he ſet out. 

Pult. To morrow morning, as ſoon as the cock 
crows, or the geeſe begin to cackle, 

Turks. Does he go by land or by ſea ? 

Pu1t. By land. 

Turks. How? does he ride or foot it? 

Pair. I ſuppoſe he tramps it all the way on foot, 
for old Jobſon the cobler hath put a double row of 
nails in his ſhoes. 

Tayks. And prithee Phil how does Sue bear all 
this. | 


Pil. Bear it! why all by extremes lad 


ſomes» _ 


times ſhe laughs, and ſometimes ſighs ; with now 
and then a feigned cry: her heart gocs pit-a-pit ; 
but the thought of being fo ſoon ſent for, to be a gen- 


tlewoman, diſpels the black miſt of diſpair ; and now 
Thyrft 


The Countxy-Man's RAMBLE to Lox DON. 


7 


Thyrſis, I'll ſing thee a new ſonnet, of my own mak- 


ing, on the occaſion. 


0 Iſt. 


A country-man to town did rove, 
From under yonder hill ; 

And left his born, his crook and love, 
Bright Suſan of the mill. 


The maid did heave, did ſigb and fret, 
For ten long days or more; 

Till Cory's ſuit made her forget, 
The ſhepherd lov'd before. 


Women are changing like the moon, 
As wavw'ring as the uind; 

Dancing to ev'ry new blown tune. 
«* Out of fight, out of mind. 


Young Roger too, in London may, 
Fair faces ſee enough ; 

Where Iuftre ſhines with ftronger rays, 
Than one weak beam from Sue. 


But ſec tis almoſt dark, let's jogg homewards, and 


I'll fing you more as we go along. Exeunt. 
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SCENE ad. Careful's Houſe. 
Enter Careful with a purſe of money. | 
Carter. Roger Roger Roger, why Roger, 
Ros. [within] Holo——holo holo, Im com- 
ing mon. 


Enter Roger. 

Carre, What are you doing all this while? 'tis 
time thou hadſt been two or three miles on the road. 
Here, there's twenty guineas I have ty'd up in 
this bag for you, that thou may'ſt not be deſtitute of 
money when you come to London, but appear like a 
man : but hark'e, haſt got any filver to defray 
the expence of travelling? 

Ros, No father, not a boden. 

Carre. Then reach me down that old boot that 
hangs in the chimney, and let me ſee what there is 
there. | Rover reaches the boot} Oh, ho! here's chink, 
conte the money here Roger, here's twelve ſhillings 
in filvcr, and four ſlüllings in good old George's 
:opper, which will carry thee up to London and to 
tparc; and do you hear, I would not have you untie 
this bag, till thou art ſafe arriv'd at thy Nuncle's. 


Roc. Nunclc's! ah, that's right. Pray father 
where abcut in London does he live. 

CAkkr. In troth lad I cannot tell, but J have heard 
he lives fome where about Paul's Steeple, however, 
thou may it caiily find him ont, enquire for old Simon 


Careful. 
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Careful, the cobler, he's a very noted man, every 
body knows him, they ſay he's very rich, and will 
make you his heir, ſo with what I can ſerape together 
for thee, thou art ſure to be a great man. 

Rog. Well father, I hope I ſhall, ſo fare-well. 

Carte. The bleſſing of my heart light upon thee, 
and ſend thee à good journey, and often think of 
what I tiow charge thee, be ſafe t6 take care of the 
wenching tribe, for they'll never do thee any good. 

Ros. Well well. [Exit Roger. 

Carteur ſolus. 

Hum ! now poor Roger is gone, all courtſhip will 
ceaſe between him and that ſkitter-witted wench, the 
miller's daughter, for Roger has money, and I can 
give him money, (fo money requires money.) What a 
thing it would have been, had Roger given all away 
to a wench that has nothing. For I don't believe 
old Merry the miller can portion his daughter off with 
fifty farthings, much le&fs fifty pounds, which I can 
give Roger any day ; beſides Roger is a ftrait, well 
proportion'd good built man, and may make his for- 
tune. Nay if dreams foreteFevents, Roger is born 
to be a gentleman, 

TUNG 4 
No farmer on earth, is mere happy than J, 
Pre money to pay, and Pre money to buy; 
'Tis money 1 love, and tis money I crave, 
For money ſupports us, and makes us look brave, 
B T he 
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T he times they run rarely, my corn goes off well, 

I take none to market, to badcers 1 ſell ; 

ho pay me in guineas to fill up my bags, 

Il hat need I to mind, if the poor go in Rags. 


My cheeſe go off bravely, quite over the ſea, 
And corn follows after, to fetch home ſome tea; 
Or rather ſome money, the farmer's true guide, 
To mount him on horſeback, in grandeur to ride. 


The poor are below me, the great I don't mind, 
Pm casd up in armour, my pockets are lin'd ; 
I am below no man, how can I mount higher, 


Old Careful, he may go as fine as a ee. [Exit. 


* 
py nu — 


— — 
_— — 
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SCENE the zd. The Mill. 

Enter Merry the miller, ſinging. 
A miller's life's a merry life, 
T hen who would be a king ; 


He's free from care and free from firife, 
To hop about and ſing. 


In a col” s:ſbop there's none need flarve, 
IF bere plenty's to be found; 

Ns more need T, when th hopper d, 
And the cog-whecls turn round. 


The * * 
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There's Kate and Maudlin, Ralph and Will, 
And every jocund ſoul ; 


Till bring their griſt unto the mill, 
| 8 I may Jil my bowl, 


Then in my mill, I lice ſecure, 
From court's tumultuous noiſe, 
No golden duſt but milk white meal, 
Oy ang my eyes, Tol-rol-lol. 


Enter Sue. 

Sos. What a noiſe ye make, ſinging and ranting 
in this manner, one cannot ſleep in a morning for 
you, befides you know I am not very well. 

MiLr. Not well Sue, not well no no, not well ; 
in troth Sue, thou art always a ladding, and art never 
well Some new fangoe or other continually diſ- 
turbs thy quiet, 

Sur. Don't teaze me with your nonſenſe, for I am 
bad, rcally bad, I'll aſſure you, I am very ill 
and you have no pity tho' I was at death's door. 

Mirr, I always pity when I ſee occaſion, but when 
I fee a wench fimpering and ogleing at every young 
fellow that comes in her way, and ſighing with a 
heigho, when he leaves her, then I judge 'tis the incon- 
fiſtent frailty of women, and I take no pity at all. 

Sus. Well to be ſure, when a woman is ill, you 


imagine her frailty to be the cauſe. 
B 2 XIIL. 
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Milt. 1 haye often obſerved that women 4H gen- 
erally moſt fond when there is the LS ration for 
fondneſs ——How many fige ladies have we in this 
realm who are in love, deſperately in love, with ſome 
coxcomb or other, that does not care a farthing for 
them. 

Sog. Well, but I hops, father, you do not think 
all people are alike. 

M1rr. No: but I think a woman ſhauld not ſhew 
her fondneſs, 'till ſhe has prov'd her ſuitor's ſincerity. 

Sus. Indeed for that matter, I think ſome men will 
promiſe a thouſand things, and never perform one : 
but ſuppoſe two lovers, loved each other to the laft 
extreme of loving, and ſome accident or other obliged 
them for ſome time to part, and as a token of con- 
ſtancy, they break a piece of mòney between them, 
then to be ſure they muſt both act with fincerity. 

MILL. Perhaps they may for a while, but abſcence, 
_ ubſeence! (too 05) makes promifes to he entirely for- 
got, and cach party jingle themfelves in favour with 
a freſh ſupply. 


SONG ath 
When I was young ] courted Ruth, 
A huckſome wench ſhe was in truth, 
I 177d, I con | lewd : 
But being of a tinder frame, 
One [park ſoon ſet mi in a flame, 
Frei, girl to girl I rev. 
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I promis'd Ruth | weuld prove true, 
The very ſame I promis'd Sue, 
And likewiſe Kate and Joan: 
Till twenty ſweethearts J had got, 
Before that I could ſing le out, 
One laſs to be my own. 


Thus Sue, I went on in my younger years, 7010 
doll ——lolt— Exit Miller. 
Sus ſola. 

I am glad the old fellow is gone, for I find by his 
maggoty temper that I ſhall receive but fmall comfort 
by diſcourfing with him; let him ſay what he will, I 
have great confidence in Roger, and make no doubt 
but I ſhall foon be riding in my coach about London, 
for I have heard ſome people ſay that all young, wo- 
men that go to London are made ladies : but I had 
the oddeſt dream laſt night. Nay ; but old Mo- 
ther Bunch ſays that dreams go by the contraries ; fo 
I will at preſent make myſelf eaſy, and live in hope 


of being call'd fomething more than Sue the miller's 
daughter, | 


C 
When lin London take the ain, 
With Roger in a coach or chair; 
In gay attire as fine Il go, 
As any queen in puppet ſhew. 
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Me Lady Careful they will call, 
At plays, ridotto's or Vauxhall; 
Inſtead of Suſan of the mill, 


Sou, Roger but his vows fulfil. ' 
So I'll after my old daddy, and make myſelf as 
eaſy as I can. | LR. 
SCENE ath, near Highgate. ö 


Enter Roger ſolus, on his journey. 

Ros. Sure J am not far off this fine city of London, 
for I begin to be very weary, and *tis almoſt night, 
but when I have found out my nunkle Simon, I will 
lie in bed two or three days, to reſt myſelf. Me- 
thinks already, 1 begin to repent taking ſo long a 
Journey, and wiſh myſelf in the arms of my dear Sue. 

Enter Doll Snap meeting him, 

SNAP, Stand and deliver, 

Rog. Deliver what! 
who are you? 

SxAP, No matter who I am, 
deliver your money. 

Rog. What the devil is the woman drunk? 

SN Ar, Drunk, you raſcal,——no matter what I. 
I ſay pull out your money. 

Rog. Why thou impudent baggage, doſt think I am 
to be frighten'd by ſuch a ſhe monſter as thou art? 
no, no; I have not my A B C to learn at theſe 


what do you mean ? 


I ſay, ſtand and 


am, 


years, 
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years, ſo get about your buſineſs, or I'll ſpurn you 
to the devil. 

SNAP, Do you ſtand to parly with me, raſcal, either 
pull out your money this moment, or Pll blow your 
brains out. [Cocks a piſtol. 

Ros. Here take it, [pulls out his money] now fare- 
wel all hopes of good fortune, 

SNAP, And farewel bumpkin. [Exit Doll Snap. 

Ros. A curſe light on you and all misfortunes, 
ſure an unlucky planet hover'd over me when I let 
out. What a peck of miſeries I am likely to 
be involved in. No money, nor am I ſure of find- 
ing out my nunkle Simon. To be fure nothing could 
have nettl'd me worſe than to be robb'd, and brought 
into ſuch deplorable circumſtances, and hv a woman 


too! however, deſtitute as I am, I have no other wav 


left but to try fortune, tho in the utmoſt calamitv. 
[Ex1. 


_— 


SCENE 5$th, London. 


Euter Roger meeting @ Carman. 
Ros. Pray maſter, can vou tell me which is Paul's 
ſteeple. 

Carm. [oe ing.] I cannot ſay I can, you had þct- 
ter enquire of that fine lady there, ſhe may perhaps 
"_ you ſome intelligence. 

Enter Pickup. 
| Ros. Madam-—-madam—-madam, can you 
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Pick. How do you do country-man ; I gueſs by 
your meaning, that you want a good place. 
Ros. Yes, madam. [ Bowing- av kwardly, 
Pick. Then come along with me, I'II hire you to 


wait of three ladies. 
Ros. [aide] Thanks to my ſtars for that — ma- 


dam, I will wait on you, and be your moſt hiimble, 
humble fervant. [Exit following. 


IIS r _— r — — P — 


SCENE Gth, a Bagnio. 
Placket and Wagtail fitting at a table. 

Waser. It always tickles my fancy the moſt when 
I ſee my play-fellow part with his money like a free 
hearted gentleman. To be fure, when one has a 
miſer to deal with, there is ſuch offs and anns, that 
without Bacchus plays his part well, there is ſcarce 
any ſuch thing as making a prey on them. 

Pr Ack. Indeed Wagrail, to nick a miſer is ſome- 
thing difficult, bur the beft way I think to make them 
bleed, is by allurement. 

Enter Pickup and Roger. 
Reger bows auRardly and rears himſelf to the wall] 

Rog. [to each] Your ſervant=—your ſervant. 

Pick. Sit down my dear, 


Ros, Servant madam. Bous, 
Wacr. Come fit by me my dear. 
Ros. Servant madam. | [ Bows, 


Pr Ack. No ceremony fir, pray take your place. 
Ros- 


The CouxTRY-MAN's RAMRLE to Loxnox. 17 


Ros. A ſervant ſhould not make too free madam; 
befides, tis not his place to fit among ladies. 

War. We always make much of our ſervants, fo 
Placket make ready a bowl of punch, to welcome 
our new ſtranger ; in London here, the ladies oft 
make as free with a footman, as they do with a lord. 
[Exit Placket, and returns with a bowl of punch, 

takes hold of Roger and ſets him in a chair. 

PL Ack. Don't be baſhful, my dear. 

Ros. I ſhall always be willing to obey you in any 
thing. « 

Ws Hand round the bowl, [They all drink. 

Pick. Come drink again, my dear, 'twill enliven 
your ſpirits, [Roger drinks.) Come again, | Roger 
drinks again.] 

Rog. This is brave work, to be ſure, London is a 
fine place. [ Aide. 

War. [to Placket] Go girl and fetch in another 
bowl, we will keep up our old Rules, and feaſt to- 

night on pleaſure. | Exit Placket, who re-enters with 
ad bowl) Come my dear, let top and bottom go 
together. [Roger drinks. 

Roc. Oh! brave again! [aſide] good ladies, good 
benefatreſs——egad I begin to be: rather top heavy: | 
but 

Wacr, Drink again my dear. 

Ros, Dear, dear! to be ſure they are in love with 


me, Wy de. | Hiccup———madam, you may command 
C m2 
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me to do any thing. [Drinks. 

Wacr. Then my dear, I am always very fond of 
ſinging, pray will you favour us with one of your 
country-catches : but firſt mend your dranght. 

Rog. Madam hiccup! in our country we are 
all very indifferent fingers ; however, to oblige you, 
III do my beſt, (Drinks, ſings. 

N 

When ranging ver the moor, 
With Suſan, Kate and Doll ; 

I met three ſweethearts more, 


Briſk Nancy, Ruth and Poll. 


Their ſparkling eves did roll, 
T heir glances too did kill ; 
But what delights my ſoul, 
I. Suſan of the mill. 


PL Ack. Very pretty, but ſinging cannot well be per- 
formed without more liquor, ſo hand round the bowl, 
come my dear, a leaky veſſel muſt be often fill'd, fo 
drink again. | Roger drinks. 

Rod. Ecod, I think the chair ſeems to totter under 
me, hiccup, certainly I cannot be Roger now, hut am 
transformed into ſomething elſe, and got into Paradiſe. 

WacrT. [ts Placket} He begins to rave now, let's 
ply him a little more, tiil he is quite intoxicated, and 
then we can draw upon him for the reckoning, [Aid 

Pick. Come my dvar, here's to the laſs of the mill. 
[Drinks to Roger, 
RoG. 
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Ros. A brave mill. What been thoſe all cog- 
wheels that be whirling round ſo merrily there? I 
think Sue, all the mill is turn'd into a whirligig. 
Hiccup, give's a kiſs, [offers to kiſs Pickup, but can- 
not.] Waunds, where am I going now ods-bud, 
I am ſwimming away! hiccup——but [falls 
fat afteey. | 

Wacr. So now the clown is bit, and the bird fairly 
taken. As the booby has taken ſo freely of our 
liquor, we will take his money as freely, which can 
be thought no other than a reaſonable exchange, fo 
ſearch his pockets, for I make no doubt but the booby 
has got a purſe worth taking. 

Pr ack. We muſt be all aſſiſting. They ſearch his 
pockets and find nothing. 

Pick. All empty! and nothing to be found! this 
is amazing! I made no douht but the countryfied 
blockhead, had got a good deal of money about him: 
but I find he has tip'd the Yorkſhire upon us, and 
nick'd the hiters, who thought to bite him. 

PL Ack. Rat him for a villain, but we will be re- 


veng'd on him; let's ſtrip him, cut off his head, and 


caſt him into the privy. 
WacrT. Run Placket for a hatchet, I'll cut his head 


off this moment. Stay, ſtay I'll fetch it myſelf, | Exit | 


Wactail, and re-enters with the hatchet. | Come, now's 
your doom. [Offers to kill him. 
Pick. Hold! ſtop your hand W agtail, if we take 


C2 2 
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away his life, we run a great riſque, of lofing our own, 
Let's firip hum of his clothes, and turn him out ſtark 
naked into the itreet. | 

ac. That's much the ſafeſt way.—Pull off his 
doublet in a moment, now the booby is dead drunk, 
and has loſt all his ſenſes, we muſt make ourſelves 
{ome recompence or other, [They ſtrip him to the ſhirt. 

Wacsr. To make the clown more rediculous, let's 
tye himup in an old blanket, and then by day light 
he'll be taken for a cheat. [They tye him in a blanket, 
an ol ſt rau hat and quoif on his head. 

Wacr. Turn him out. [They heave him out into 
the ſtreet. [Exeunt omnes. 


— _—_— ————— — 


dS WE N E jh, Street; 


Roger reeling about. 
Entcy two watchmen, John and Ralph. 
Run, Zouns John, what the devil is that? to bc 
ture it is a ghoſt, or ſome ſpirit. 
Joux, Huſh Ralph! I think it is the Cock-Lanc 
ghoſt, or the devil dreſt in women's clothes. 


Rog. Hiccup no, no, hiccup, it is Roger. 
Raryir, Roger !P—ſome drunken old baggage, I 


belicvc. . 
jon x, More likely ſome diſguiſed ſpy that's hurtful | 
0 the ſtate.— Come ſirrah, we'll put you into the 


round-houte to ſober. [They ſeige hin, 
Row Hiecup round enough believe, for 


al 
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all turns round with me.——Well, to be ſure, 
you are very gootto lead me home in this manner. 

RarPn, Ay, come along, we'll take you to your 


lodgings. [Exeunt. 


„ — — 


— — 


S C E N E Sch, the Fuſtice's bouſe. 
Enter the Watchmen with Roger. 
Watch knock at the door, ——Enter ſervant. 

Raryn, Is your maſter at home? 
SERV. Yes. 
Raryn, Defire him to ſtep hither. [Exit ſervant, 
Enter Juice. 
Sir, we have brought an unruly hobling thing here, 
like a monſter, we cannot tell whether it be a man 
or a woman; nor can we get any ſatisfactory account 
from him. | 
Jusr. By his looks he appears to be an hermaphro- 
dite. Pray where did you ſind him? 
RaLen, Sir, he either was, or pretended to be 
drunk, and was reeling about the ſtreets in the mid- 
dle of the night: we judged he was ſome cheat, and 
ſo put him into the round-houfe, and have brought 
him hither that your worſhip may examine him, for 
we thought it was of conſequence our duty to take 
him up. 
JusT. Bring him nearer. [to Roger] Pray what are 
you, and where do you come from ? 
Ros. God bleſs your majeſty, I was born in a lit- 
tle 
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tle village, near the borders of Wales, and my name 
is Roger Careful. 
Josr. Roger Careful——well, but what brings yon 
in this diſguiſe, and ſo late in the ſtreet laſt night? 
Ros. Indeed moſt worſhipful good Sir, I cannot 
tell, but I am an innocent honeſt man, I aſſure you. 
JusT, Honeſt thy looks rather ſhew thy hon- 
eſty to be roguiſh policy, by thy dreſs, it appears 
thou haſt had ſome baſe deſign. 
Ros. I am indeed fir, I am. [ Kneeling. 
JusT. A wicked varlet, I will hear you no more. 
JI'rites] here take this mittimus, and let him be put 
to hard labour in Bridewel, *till next quarter ſeſſions. 
Ros. Pray maſter, good maſter, dear maſter 
JusT. I can't mitigate——begone. [Exeunt omnes 


OT 


ACT 36-8 07 e 
Philander and Flora ſitting in a bower. 
8-:QN U . 
PHILANDER. 

tc bowers ſo pleaſing, ye flower s ſo gay, 
IW hoſe odours enliven the ſpring ; 

Yield noſegays to pleaſure my queen of the May, 
For Flora, tis Flora, for Flora I ſing. 


— 


How happy am I, now my Flora ts by, 
Dear Flora for ever prove true ; 
T hen I'll ſound forth my joy, thro th etherial ſky, 
An eccbo, an evcho, my flame ſhall renew. 


If 
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If you ſay the word no, Oh ! how pale ſball T grow, 
As a corſe in a coffin appear ; 
But ſay the word yes, and your true lyver”s Bleſs 
That I, that J, may no longer diſpair, 


Let people of faſhion, quite over the nation, 
Be jocund, be jolly and free. 

PII vow to be true, nor Kate, Doll, nor See, 
Shall ever, ſhall ever, be rivals to thee. 


How I long to be made happy for ever: but no 
object on earth, (tho? the faireſt of objects) can heigh- 
ten her charms, ſo as to caſt one reflection o'er the 
mirrour of my eyes. "Tis you, my dear Flora, 
are the only object of my love ; and 'tis you only, 
who can give me pleaſure, or increaſe my pain. 

Frora, Men entertain fo high an eſteem for dit- 
ſemblation, and the enchantreſs prevails ſo much over 
the whole ſex, that ſhe puts them almoſt out of every 
womans power, to make a complete conqueſt of the 
man ſhe loves; ſo that they may live and be what 
they ſhould be, a virtuous, honeſt couple, from eve- 
ry nobleman's ſeat, down to the peaſant's cottage, 
difſemblation, tho” a ghaſtly ſpectre, takes her abode, 
and ſome young men taking ſo freely of her ſpells, 
endeavour to bring ſome fair charmer or other (or 
perhaps all that lic in their way) to the loweſt ebb of 
miſery, which is ſure in time to bring the greateſt 
ruin on themſelves, 


Pull 


19 
1 

| 
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| 
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Pi. My dear, don't tell me of diflemblation, for 
I bid defiance to the fiend, and all her accomplices. 
What extacy ! what joy! will ſpring up in every 
motion of my nerves, if you will conſent to make me 
happy, ſo that we may join hand and heart together: 
But alaſs ! how oft have I heard of inconſtancy, re- 
tiring with the fair ſex, to entice them to love every 
new object they ſee. Oh! baniſh the ſpright my dear, 
Flora, from your cottage, grant me but love for 
love, and then I aſk no more. 

Froka, Tell me not of inconſtancy, Philander, I 
know nothing of her, nor has ſhe ever once that I 
know of, come near the entry of my door, ſhould 
you be fincere in what you now ſay, I would ſooner 
take a ſod and caſt at her; than once admit her into 
my apartment, 

PII. Grant me but one token, and this ſhall he 
mine for ever. [ Embracing. 

Fora, Well, now I hope you are ſatisficd- 

Pit. Dear Flora, my love is ſo united to thine, 
and center'd in this point, in my very heart, that no- 
thing but death ſhall part us. But let us retire 


to our flocks, and crown our Joy, with thoughts of 
future pleaſure. [Exeunt. 


——_—} 


« 
—_— 


8. NE id. d MEE. 
Euter Miller and Sue ſpinning. 

\[1t1.. Sue, I muſt go out this evening, for we 
arc to have a town's-meeting, and I am to he made 
the conſtable of the pariſh. 

Sor 
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Sus. Don't ſtay late out at night, for I am ſo fear- 
ful of ſpirits fince I ſaw old Maudlin Bouncer's ghoſt, 
that I think I have had a trembling on me ever fince- 

Mir. I muſt own ſpirits are a little ter rifying, but 
] ſhall not ſtay late. [Exit Miller. 

Sur ſola, 

Bleſs me, what in the name of wonder ails me ! 
I am nct as I us'd to be; certainly Roger is dead, 
and that was his ghoſt I met, which I took to be old 
Maudlin Bouncer. Egad, I have a good mind to 
think of him no more, for I think I could like 
like nav nobody is by, I could like Thyrſis as 
well as him. [Sings and fins. 

aN 

Ungrateful man was Roger ſurc, 

To leave me quite behind ; 
To turn my ſpinning wheel about, 

IVith one continual round. 

[Hop goes whiſtling by the mill. 

(ome Thyrfis come, thy humble ſuit, 

will ns more deny; 
Roger no more ſhall rack my thought, 

Fl ſich no more, not J. 


Evad, hut this puts me in mind of another pretty 


ſong, which was in the laſt new ballad I bought, I'll 


run to read it. (Exit running. 


Enter Hop, ſolus. * 


Hoy, Whenever my lady is abroad, I am continu- 


D ally 
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ally trudging about to get intelligence of ſome free 
hearted wench or other, to lie with my lord. ——Ir's 
ſurpriſing to me, that one woman, ſo good a woman 
too, as my lady is, cannot ſerve his turn. Indeed 
I muſt confeſs, one would he too much for me. 
old Merry the miller I find is gone abroad, and his 
daughter is ſpinning in the mill; I make no doubt 
but when he hears it, he will have a flap at her, for 
have heard him ſay, he has had an hankering in- 

clination towards her, for ſome time paſt, ſo I'll be- 


gone. Exit. 


_ 
— 


m 


—-— 
ti a ——_— — — 


Dd CE N E za, Lord Madelh's bouſe. 
Ld. Moprry ſolus. 

When a man has a natural inclination towards 
women, he has no government over his paſſions, but 
is led blindfolded by ſenſuality, thro' every mazy 
path of pleaſure, to feaſt a while: but after finks into 
a bogey quagmire of corruption. How oft have I thus 
calmly reflected on the ruin of man, when tumbling 
down myſelf the mountain of deſtruction? how oft have 
I inwardly refolved to amend my paſt ill conduct of 
life; when at the fight of ſome fair charmer or other 
I'm ſuddenly feiz'd with rapture, and put in flames 
wich burn more furious than ever. I love women; 
but then, how falſe is that love ! only for moments 
of pleaſure l have the beſt of wives, and tho 
I have baſely wrong'd her, have as yet kept her in 
the 
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the dark, and ſhe not being conſcious of my guilt, 
believes I am one of the beſt of huſbands ; but alaſs! 
t cannot refrain from the ſex I love, but like a child 
am ſtill more delighted with new play-things. 

Enter Hop. 

Hoe. My lord, old Merry the miller, is gone to a 
 town's-meeting, and perhaps will not come home till 
late in the evening, his daughter is ſpinning alone in 
the mill, and finging like a nightipgale ; and if I have 
any judgement in women, a Pretty ſmirking ſort of a 
wench it is. 

Lud. Mops. Now am J againſt my will driven on 
to feaſt on forbidden pleaſure. You ſay Hop, the 
girl 18 alone, and the miller abroad. 

Hor. Yes my lord. 


Ld. Mops. Then I muſt away. Is ſhe hand- 
ſome Hop? | 

Hor. I think ſo, my mouth run water when I paſt 
by her. 


Id. Mops. I muſt be gone, Hop, do you follow 


after, in caſe any miſhap ſhould follow. 
[Exit Lord Modely. 


Hoe ſolus. 

I thought how it would be; tho' my lord will ſome- 
times preach a ſermon an hour long of the frailty of 
women, and reſolve never to be taken in by them any 
more, yet whenever a female preſents herſelf in his 
view, he is involuntarily drawn into the ſnare. How 


D 2 many 
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many wenches, and pretty wenches too, have been 
made victims by him : But I muſt not ſtand prating 
here, for as long as my lord pays me ſo well, I'll 
take care to pleaſe him as well as I can. [Extit, 


* — 


. 


8 N. de Milt. 
Sur ſola, ſpinning. 

Sir. I could wiſh Thyrſis was here; methinks 
when he comes again, I will not appear ſo ſtrange as 
I us'd to do, for I do love him, ay, that J do. 

Enter Lord Modely, diſguisd. 
Bleſs me, what fine fellow is that? it is not Roger 
{ure, is it? Ods dickens no! but he comes towards 
me, I muſt get up. [ Riſes. 
Ld. Mons. Sit ſtill child, I am come to make you 


the happicſt woman upon earth, I'll make you a 


Sur. A lady! whatcan this mean? {| Ld. Modely 
offers to embrace her) Don't touch me, I don't love fo 
much familiarity with ſtrangers, ſo get about your 
ulincſe. 


lad v. 


Ld. Monr. Jam a gentleman of honour, and as 
q token of mv gratitude, here is a purſe of guineas for 
vou, [(e refujes taking them.) Do take them child, 
and yield to my embraces, and I'll give you as many 
more. 

Sag. Rot your money. 


72 f 
2 &s , 


now I tind what you'd 
No, nv; I prize my virtue more than all 
the 
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the guineas in the world, ſo touch me if you dare, 


Fil run to my father this moment. 

Ld. Move. [tops her] Don't be ſo haſty child, be- 
hold fortune is hovering over you in a golden ſhower. 
I love you, and love hath no bounds. [Preſing her. 

Sur, I am not to be loved in this manner- 
ther looſe me, or Ill ſhriek out this minute. 

Ld. Mop. And won't you comply? 

SUE: No J won't, if you were the king. 

Ld. Mops. So then, I have no other way but 

Forces ber, ſhe ſhrieks. 
murder, murder! | 
Oh ! murder, murder! 

Enter Thyrfis. 

TuvRs. Why villain, are you going to ruin the 
girl, and force her againſt her will? Your very acti- 
ons are a diſhonour to our ſex ; nor ſhall you go un- 
puniſhed, [Beats him. 

Ld. Mop. Forgive me, and I will make ample 
ſatisfaction. 

Sur, Oh! Thyrſis, Thyrfis; all my future happi- 
neſs is dependant on you, for you have ſav'd me from 
the villain's clutches, who ſought to ruin me. 


Enter Miller drunk, ſinging, with a conflable's ſtaff. 


ei- 


Suk. Oh! Oh! 
me. 


looſe 


Mirr. What hurly burly's here ? Why Sue, 
Sue. 
Suk. Oh! father, father. [Crying . 


Tnyss. I am glad you are come, ſee here's a 
villain 
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villain, who has attempted to raviſh your daughter. - 

Miu. Raviſh my wench ! ſtand further, TH da 
the rogue's brains out. [Offers to ftrike him. 


Trnyzs. Hold, ſtop your hand, as you are conſta- 
ble, we'll take him before a magiſtrate. 
Mitt. I can't forbear him, Il ſhake him to rags, 
and have him hang'd afterwards. [ Shakes him, 
Enter Hop. 
Hor, What, murder my lord ! brave work indeed. 
Mir. Why you limping ſon of a whore, where 
do you come from? do you interfere ? ll throttle you 
ſirrah. Oh ! my poor wench, my poor wench. 
Come Thyrſis, let's put them hoth into the houſe of 
correction 'till to morrow, and then take them before 
a Juſtice of peace. Oh! my wench, my wench ; 
ll have them both hang'd, ſo come along. 
| [Pulls them. 

_ Ld. Mop. Pray mitigate your paſſion, your daugh- 
ter has received no wrong ; and to let you know how 
much I repent of my folly, Iſhall tell you my true 
name, Which is lord Modely, you know I am your 


ncighhour ; ſo if you keep this affair a ſecret, and 
come to my houſe to morrow morning, Il ſettle an 


annuity on your daughter for life, for her virtue is ſafe, 

and the man that reſcu'd her I admire, and will be 
grateful t00. 

NIILI. A linc lord indeed; but ! promiſe you friend, 

if we let you go now, we'll be with you betimes in 

2 
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in the morning but ſtop, firſt tell me plainly Sue, 


are you ſafe? 
Sug. I am father, Jam, thanks to Thyrſis for it. 
M1irt. Well then, get out of my houſe. | Excunt 
tord Modely & Hop] So Thyrſis, ſtay with us to 
ſupper, when you ſhall tell me the whole of this 
matter, and we'll lay our heads together to make 
the beſt on't. [Exeunt omnes- 


— — 2 5 — 


S CE N E th, Lord Modely's houſe, 


Ld. Mop. Methinks I would not för the world 
my Wife ſhould hear of this unlucky affair, I muſt 
order matters with the miller as well as I can. 

Hoy. Indeed I thought we ſhould both have been 
kilPd, the miller did fo throttle me, that I have had 
a rattling in my wind-pipe ever fince, I can ſcarce 
ſpeak, 

Enter Billy Tweezer with a letter. 

BiLL. There is an old woman at the door, has 
brought this letter for your lordſhip. 

Ld. Mop. Give her a can of beer, and let her 
ſtay for an anſwer. 

BILL. Yes my lord. | [Exit Tweezer. 

Lud. Mop. Let's fee, [reads] © My Lord, I have 
ce ſcarce ſpirits to write this woctul epiſtle to your lord- 
e ſhip, but farce compels me to let you know, that I 
% am fix months gone with child; the affair is got 
already to lady Modely's car, the will expect me 

to 


N 
1 
N. 
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* to father the child; but as I have no other father 

* in the world but you, am in the utmoſt diftreſs, 

nor do I know what to do with myſelf ly lord, 
. am affectionately, yours to com, 


8 SARAH LOVE! EIL. L. 


I find no man can play with Venus without being 
always in danger. As my wife hath got hold of 
this affair, I have no cther way Hop, but to make 
vou the father of the child, ſo I muſt immediately 
order the girl to father the child on you, ard ſhall 
ſettle an annuity for the ſame. 

Hoe. My lord, I don't know what to do about 
ſtanding father to ſo many children; to be ſure if my 
lady ſhould ever find it out, ſhe'll think me a very 
wicked man: hefides, as I begin to grow old, people 
will judge of my incapacity, Nay for that matter 
was always a fumbler at the beſt, I don't believe 1 
could ever get a child, and yet I am father to nine 
and twenty of yours. 

Id. Mop. Then this will make up thirty Hop. 
| will goand order this affair immediately —But 
Hold, hore comes the Miller. 

Enter Miller, T byr ſis and Sue. 

Nirti., Well friend, we arc all come to fee what 
you intend to do in this affair, for I have had a very 
reſtleſs night on't, I afſure you. 

Ld. Mop. Honeſt miller, you are welcome, what 
did laſt night, was to prove your daughter's chai 
tit y. 


Mit: 


The CounTRy-MAN's RamBLE to Lox DON. 33 


M111. Chaſtity ! if t had not been for this young 
fellow here, you'd: have prov'd it with a vengeance. 

Ld. Mont. As no harm is done, you may reſt ſa- 
tisfied : but as I admire virtue, wherever it is to be 
found, ſhall ſettle an annuity on your davghter (and 
this young man) of one hundred guineas per annum, 
here 1s a joint leaſe of the ſame for their lives, and 
as a mark of my friendſhip, I will ſo order it, that 
you ſhall have the mill rent free as long as you live. 

MLL. I thank you my lord, for your generoſity, 
but further I defire you will give me in hand-writing, 
a promiſe never to offer to raviſh my wench any 
more. 


Ld. Mops. That you ſhall have, fo let the affair 
be kept ſecret. 

Mit. It ſhall and now young man, [to T byr- 

ſis] ſince matters are as they are, I freely give you 

my daughter to wed and to bed, if you think proper. 
Sue, are you willing? 

Sus. No man in the world I defire to make happy 
but him. | 
Trays. Then come my dear, let Hymen crown the 
gay with pleaſure. [Takes hold of Sue. 

Ld. Mops. I muſt away Hop make them wel- 
come with the beſt my houſe affords. 

| Exit Ld.. Modely. 

Hop. I will, and am glad this wenching work 1s 
over._——Come gentlemen, we'll have a tankard of 
of negus, and a bowl of punch ready in a minute, I'll 


D call 
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call Billy Tweezet——holo, Billy. [Enter Tweezer.] 
Bring a full tankard of negus, and a bowl of punch 
hither in a minute. 
BILL. It ſhall be got ready in a moment. Exit. 
Hor. Come no time like the preſent. Enter 
Tweezer with the liquor] let's drink about, and 
turn the day to mirth and jollity, and ſing a merry 
catch to paſs the fleeting hours away. [They all drink. 
8 ON ien. 
Come Bacchus crown the day with mirth, 
Leave off all ſober thinking ; 
IV Il be the happieſt ſouls on earth, 
And crown ourſelves by drinking. 
Hand round the tankard, hand it round, 
And let the bowl be chinking ; 
Let nothing elſe but ſongs reſound, 
When we are bleſt by drinking. 


Come drink it up, and fill again, 
All ſorrows now are ſinking ; 
And pleaſure brings a merry ftrain, 
IW hen jovially we're drinking. 
Bacchus to thee, we'll chorus fing, 
Il hoſe eyes are always twinking ; 
He'll found the bowl and every thing, 
That gives us aid in drinking. 
[Exeunt, reeling and ſinging chorus. 


SCENE 
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SCE N E 6th. the Mill. 


Miller ſolus. 


Well now the wedding is over, and things begin 
to be ſettled. I can make myſelf as merry in my 
mill as ever a miller in England. 


8-0 N 0- ris 


I fing not of hero's who venture their lives, 
Nor huſbands, who always are banging their wives; 
Nor ſcolds, who are ſcolding from morning to night: 
But when my milPs grinding, it's all my delight. 
Derry down, down, &c. 


Enter Humphrey, with a warrant. 

Humy. I am order'd to deliver this warrant ſafe 
into your own hands. You are to take a man for 
getting a baſtard child. 

Mirr. Zoons Humphrey, but you muſt be aſſiſt- 
ng. 

Humy. Ods fleſh——1 don't care to go, not I. 

Mirr. But I command you in the king's name to 
be afliſting. But hold, let's read the warrant. 
[reads] “ You are to take Hopper-Hop-Hopper. ” I 
can read but poorly, but I find it is old Careful's 
ſervant, ſo come along Humphrey. Exeunt. 


D 2 SCENE 
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S C E N E 7th, Carefuls bouſe. 


Enter Careful and Clodhopper. 


Carte. I wonder Clodhopper, what is become of 
Roger; tis ſtrange Ican get no intelligence of him. 
Poor lad, I wiſh all be well with him. 

Cropn. IT wiſh he had ſtaid at home meaſter. 

Enter Miller and Humpbrey. | 
3 [tg Cledbepper] You arc the king's priſon- 
„have a warrant here for you; you have gotten 
a 4 with child, and muſt make her an honeſt 
woman, by matrimony, or give ſecurity for the 
baſtard Hold him faſt Humphrey. 

CLopn. O lud. —meaſter, meaſter, 
had to do with any woman in my life. 
XIII. Let's have none of your lies raſcal, it is 
ſuch rogues as you who encumher the pariſh with 
lo many baſtards to maintain. 

CLopn. Wauns mon! I don't know a mon from a 
womon, but by their dreſs, ſo let me go about my 


I never 


buſineſs. | Pulling. 


Mitt. Zoons Humphrey, lers bind the rogue. 
'HomPn, Ay, ay, — come, we'll make you faſt, 1 
warrant you. [Binds him. 
Copy. O lud, lud, lud. — fte Careful] good 
maſter Careful, ſave me. O lud, O lud. 


Cast. ſhall not encourage you in your whore- 


ing 
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mg tricks, not J. I have nothing to do with you, 
but pay you your wages, and diſcharge you, 
Croph. O mon, mon, I never whor'd in my life, 
Oh, Oh!! ä 
CARE. Nay, I have obſerv'd him run like a fright- 
ed thing, at.the fight of a hobgoblin, ha d a woman 
but ſhak'd her petticoats at him. 
Cropn. O for God's ſake, unbind me, for I ne- 
ver touch'd the hem of a petticoat in all my life. 
MiLI. Come, come Humphrey, there's no dally- 
ing with him, let's take him along. [Pulls him. 
Crop. I wonnat go, no that I wonnat, without I 
am carried ; and you are a ſorry old fellow, to haul 
me in this manner. 
MiIL. What, do you diſturb the peace firrah ? do 
you parly with the conſtable. [Takes him off. 
CLopn. Oh lud, lud! Oh lud, lud ! Oh, 


Oh! [Exeunt omnes. 


* ——— _— ä — 
— — — 


8 c E N E Sth, Bridewell. 
Roger ſolus beating hemp. 
What a wretched plight am I in? here do I labour 
all day, with ſcarce food enough to keep me alive: 
but perhaps death will ſoon put an end to my miſery, 


for I expect every day, that they will take me to be 
hang'd, and for no crime at all that I know of. 


This makes me ſomewhat the caſicr, for I ſhall die a 
martyr, 


— 
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martyr, and they ſay, all martyrs go to heaven. 
I could wiſh my nunkle Simon did but kaow of my 
misfortunes ; he might perhaps comfort me in 
diſtreſs, 

Enter Goaler. 

GOA. As no body appears againſt you this Seſ- 
ſons, I am order'd to turn you out, 

Rog. I always told you, I was an innocent un- 
fortunate man : but I am reſolved tho' I beg my way. 
home, to make the heſt of my way thither ; for 1 
have had ſorrows enough in London: but when J 
have turn'd my back on it, I will never ſee it more. 

[Exeunt. 


—_— ——— — 


— 4 


- 


8 C E N EE qgth, Carefuls houſe. 
Roger knocking at the door, 
Enter Careful frightened. 
Carxrr. Zoons! who the devil are you? I have 
nathing for you. I ſhould think it a fin to releive ſuch 
The houle of correction 


+ banging beggar as you. 
1s the fitteſt place for you, 
Rog. Will you give me nothing? don't you know 


me? 
Carte, No not I; I tell you, I will give you 
nothing. 


Rog. But you ſhall give me ſomething, before J 
care vou. 


CARE. 
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Carter. What do you intend to rob me? either go 
from my houſe this inſtant, or PII ſend for old Merry 
the conſtable to ſeize you. 

Rog. And are you ſo hard hearted to diſown your 
ſon, your poor ſon Roger ? 

Cars. [ama2'd, pulls of his clothes] Roger, Roger! 
let's put on my ſpectacles; is this my lad? | puts them 
on] ay, that it is. But prithee what brings thee in this 
woeful plight ? 

Ros. My miſeries will not give me utterance. 

[Cryrng. 

Carer. Nay then, I fear thou haſt committed ſome 
murder. Haſte kill'd any body? 

Ros. No, no, father, I am almoſt kill'd myſelf ; 
I have loſt all. 

Carte. Let's ſearch thee, where art'e wounded ? 
what is the bag of money gone ? Thou haſt made a 
fine journey on't to loſe all, and come home ſtark 
naked. 

Rog. Was you to know all the misfortunes that 
have befallen me, it would melt you to compaſſion, 
tho' your heart was as hard as ſtone. 

Carter, Well, come, I muſt take you in follow me, 
and let's get ſome clothes on your back. I ſent you 
up to London to make your fortune, and thou art 
ruin'd by it ——1 wiſh thou hadſt ſtay'd and had 
the miller's daughter, but now ſhe is married, 

and 


— — — — —— — — — — — 
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and a fine dowry ſettled on her. Come follow 


me. [Exit Careful. 


Ros. So it ſeems, I have loſt my love after all! 
Oh Sue, Sue! I thought thou wouldſt have been 
conſtant to thy promiſe ;z and not have forſaken thy 
true lover : but when a man 1s once plunged into the 
lake of mifery, he's conſtantly ſinking lower and 
lower in it. 


Tuus am I borne upon misfortunc's wing, 


What trouble will this woeful frolic bring; 


This wretched journey I have undergone, 
Muſt be a warning ſure to every one. 

I have loſt all, therc's no man can loſe more, 
And yet I find my mis'ries arc not or ; 

For ſorrow ftill will more increaſe my ſmart, 
Since Sulans's gone, who now has got my heart. 


(Ext. 


— — —— —_—_—_ — 


8 M E NE oth; Ford's cottage. 
Futer Philander and Flora, ſinging a Paſtoral. 


PHlILANDER. 
Dry Frora, how happy was J, 
When over the meadows we went; 
Your preſence created new Joy, 
Euch moment was happily ſpent. 


Nou 
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You promis'd you wou'd be my bride, 
Old Hymen ſhou'd faſten the nooſe x 
But now you're about being ty'd, 
To Collin, and do me refuſe. 
FLORA. 
Philander, you firſt broke thoſe vows, 
So oft you proteſted to keep ; 
When fitting beneath the hay-mows, 
And when you attended your ſheep, 
There's Celia, Daphne and Prue, 
Such various {weethearts you find; 
Which prove that Philander's untrue, 
Your words as inconſtant as wind. 
PHILAN PD ER. 
Dear Flora, I needs muſt confeſs, 
I've toyed with Fanny and Ruth; 
Mv vows were not broke ne'ertheleſs ; 
Twas only the folly of youth. 
8 don't a true lover diſtain, 
Nor unto young Collin comply; 
Or I muſt for ever complain, 
For you my dear Flora I die- 
FroR A. 
Young men, they will flatter and ſwear; 
Until the fair charmer they've won; 
und by rufhing into a ſnare, 
here's many a poor maiden undone. 


F 
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As to Collin, I cannot deny, 
But ſometimes at our cottage he'll call, 
Yet oft I have told the young boy, 
Pl marry with none of you all. 
PHILANDES 
My dear, don't ſuch cruelty ſhew, 
To Hymen let's inſtantly hye ; 
My happineſs centers in you, 
Oh do not! Oh do not deny! 
FLORA. 
Don't teaze me Philander I pray, 
Nor atk me ſuch queſtions no more ; 
The paſſion of love will decay, 
Should poverty darken the Door. 
Behold if you'd take a review, 
Halt over the neighbouring plain, 
Both ſexes you'll find not a few, 
'Gainſt Hymen will rage and complain. 
 PHiLANDER, 

Why Flora, there's ſomething of truth, 
In what you are pleas'd to expreſs; 
But contentment gives pleaſure to youth, 

And centers in true happineſs. 
There's Thomas and Peggy you know, 
Wha live at the brow of the hill, 
Tho low in their Nation they ſhew, 
Content hovers over their cell, 
Induſtry is all their ſupport, | 
But yet they are cheerful and gay; 
Peers 


The CouxTxy-Man's RANRLE to Lonpox. 


Peers and Pecrefles ſhining at court, 
Cannot be more happy than they. 

Each day Thomas labours and fings, 
His ſhuttle flies merrily on ; 

And Peggy her ſpinning-wheel brings, 
To join in the Chorus begun. 

Their children around them will play, 

Or prattling together will rove ; 

The joy of their parents are they, 
And c'ery thing centers in love. 

Then don't my dear Flora deſpiſe, 
Old Hymen's connubial ſtate; 

A cottage will better ſuffice, 


Than pent in the walls of the great. 


FLORA. 
Both Thomas and Peggy, tis true, 
From envy's baſe ſchemes live ſecure, 
But yet they have ſomething to do, 
To baniſh the wolf from the door. 
Contentment I know is the thing, 
I always ſhould long to obtain; 
The Goddeſs much pleaſure doth bring, 
Yet few people hold up her train, 
But fince my Philander proves true, 
The yoke I more eaſy can bear; 
Our promiſes then let's renew, 
And unto old Hymen repair. 
PHIL AN DER. 
Let mirth my dear Flora abound, 


That moment you gave your conſent; 
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My heart leapt with joy at the ſound, 
That moment was happily ſpent 
To church my dear FLORA lets ge, 

Now Hymen thy office get done, 

Thy blefling upon us beftow,,  - 
Unite; us together as one. 
Hvurx's grand CHORUS. 

Be happy for ever fond pair, 
Don't pine at the toil of the day; 

For Ceres doth to me declare, | 
You ſhall reap the pleafures of May. 

[Exeunt Omnes. 
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